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rendering to the Dutch!   It was the last thing one expected him to do, and the worst I suppose he could have done for the future of the monarchical cause in his country.   Our anxiety for definite news as to what really had happened can be imagined.   Telegrams and telephone messages kept the wires hot between the Dutch F.O.  and the  Legation,   until Walter  ascertained  from  the  Minister  of  Foreign Affairs himself that the Emperor actually had come over the Frontier at an early hour that morning, but that the place of his reception and internment was still under discussion.   We all jumped to the conclusion that Middachten, the country seat of Count William Bentinck, a friend with whom he had stayed in former days, would be the place selected.   It was a lovely day and a most tempting one for a drive, so I volunteered to go in my two-seater to the village of that name, which is about seventy miles from The Hague, to see if I could learn there anything definite of the royal fugitive.   But I was unsuccessful, and no sign was visible of the Emperor's presence in that neighbourhood.   Rather depressed, I turned my face homewards, and would have got back to The Hague in time for a late dinner had not " Gladys " developed engine trouble, which made it imperative for me to put up for the night at a wayside inn, whence my chauffeur went forth to seek assistance at the nearest garage. The damage having been repaired, I set off again at cock-crow the next morning, and continued my way home, stopping for breakfast at a small country hotel, where  I  got  into  telephonic  communication  with Walter, who told me that the Kaiser was not going to Middachten after all.   When I came to Doom, the very place where the Kaiser is now living, I pulled282                  ' INDISCRETIONS'
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